

rg/i little story. It may have a heart to it. But if it's there— it’ll he 


Ohc was three stools awav. He had never seen her before, 
blit already he hated her enough to kill her. 
had entered the bar. and studied the situation carefully, and as usual, 
it sadistically. He had ordered his drink while watching her from the 
corner of his eye. She hadn’t even shown that she was aware of him. 
Slowly, and with extreme deliberation, he had withdrawn “it” from his 
coat pocket. "It" was an artificial hand. More aptly, it was a steel claw, 
d metallically against the bar. He clamped his gaze on her in the mirror. 

v. A brief widening of her eyes; a small tremor of the cigarette; then an 
ifinitcsimal movement of her liody. A general withdrawing movement. 

d a little track in the gleaming wood. He swung the stool so that he was 
facing her. He started at the bottom. Most of the interesting scenery 
ivcrctl by a mink coat which lay draped across her lap. It liid her legs, 
and wliat must have been small expensively shod feet. He had his best 
face, and was deliberately making a production out of looking her over. 
' eyes reached her face. Their gazes met and entwined. Her lips moved, 
but no sound came forth. None was needed. Her full red lips 
formed the words perfectly. ( Continued on page 46) 












M ESSIEURS, we are in fa salle 
du bain. We trust, for the 
sake of the tender skin of Jeannette, 
that the eau is neither too chaude 
nor too iroid but mervcilleuse. 


TALE 
OF A 
TUB 


H APPY, HAPPY Jeannette. 

Everyone— except in some 
outlying towns in the Midwest- 
bathes daily, but there is no re- 
ward. Jeannette bathes, and la! 
She is paid, many francs, and re- 
ceives— absolutely free— a towel 

pher with which to dry herself. 
Parbleu! What a wonderful 
world is this we live in! 









ALL KILL IDS OF FATHERS” 

By H. C. GEVREY 


XS^Cnst people in the United States still prefer 



Berhaps you'd like to 
toe very modem atooiut 
all this. Ancd perhaps 
everything will work 
out all right. But it 
could go wrong— and 


when that happens, 
watch out! 


LEAVE, COMPASSIONATE, CHILDREN, FOR 
THE PRODUCTION OF 





THE FXJNNY PLACE 


By FRED ERIK 



Ithough happily full of hot dogs, fried shrimp, 
corn, various flavored custards— and with my stomach 
absolutely floating in wonderful creamy root beer— I was 
beginning to doubt the wisdom of a man marrying a girl 


A home run can mean 
a lot of things - 
depending upon where 
you are and who you a 



THE MAGAZINE OF ENTERTAINMENT FOR MEN 










A look behind the 
exposes ! These 
are the things 
they're talking 
about in the 

Europe, Broadway, 
and Hollywood — 
but they're not 
inner enough to 
get this inside- 


Hinh society on the Riviera 
is tittering over the efforts 
of Baroness Elsa von Broncke 
to hold her head above 
everyone else. She sncceedcd, 
as shown here at the exclusive 
Starfish Club. But the 
shinnies curled up and 
had to be replaced. 









iol photographs 


Monsieur' 


allowed 


during the 


portfolio of the most glamorous 







Are You Giving Your Wife The 
Companionship She Craves? 




WORLD OVER 
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which developed a muzzle energy 
re thousand and thirty foot-pounds, 

zen frx-t, I shot the rifle without aim- 
ing the time to do eitlier would have 


multitude, and cut off the whiskers and 
sell them as an aphrodisiac. Despite my 
fine Caucasian principles. I momentarily 
wondered whether I should not, after 
all, have let Cod-thcirs or mine-decidc 
the issue, instead of leaving it up to a 
piece of metal tubing that developed 


than his rightful share. 

Now the monsoon had Kami and 

jungle quiet, lire rain came daily, and 
the tracking is no good in the tain, and 
the grass was high, and the dangers are 













1 •' 

k: 

► 

COMMUNIQUE OF APRIL B: Our forces 

- / 


f 

ITALY 

r 4 

M 

The Battle 





ITALY VS. FRANCE 


In the intelligence headquarters r 
many strategic cities, the best brains ar 
even now considering the belligerent: 

weaknesses, buring the midnight bu 


Here, published lor the first time am 
where is a copy of a highly secret doct 
inent swiped from the fill's of one i 
these world-wide listening posts, mail 
I aim'd by international experts at ot 
of the eastern colleges: 

(CONFIDENTIAL) 

(SECRET) 

( DON'T LET THIS OUT OF YOUI 

COTTON-PICKING HANDS). 

A REPORT ON THE STRENGTH: 
AND THE WEAKNESSES OF THI 
FRENCH AND ITALIAN FORCES I 
THE CURRENT BIG BOSOM WA 
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public policy, and that the offspring' is 
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we live in and a packag 
will enthuse even the t 
All you have to do to 
pony in the Intematic 

appropriate gestures w 

pon, complete the sord 


dal details . 






















MAKE MONEY! SAVE MONEY! 


PERMANENT 


PLATING 
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1 CAR DEALERS & SERVICE STATIONS U 
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HEAVY-DUTY PLATING OUTFIT 1 
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BE4UTY THE BAUBLES 



YVONNE MENARD, the tawny toast of the Folies Bergere, in Paris, toys as casu- 
ally with a fortune in diamonds as she does with the hearts of men. Yvonne, as 
many facetted as the jewels she fondles, although clasping them to her rather family 
at this early stage, realizes that a girl can’t be forever blowing baubles, and on our 
gatefold, decides in favor of appearing just as she is, unadorned. 






A BED OF ROSES never was as soft as the hardest stone on earth— the diamond . 
But, at right, Yvonne spurns the baubles, and turns her back on them. Any con- 
noisseur of jewels in the proper setting wdl appreciate this. 














messieurs. 






